Of ^Perfection in Little

?ut now, from the Alborada and from that ghostly re-
'suscitation, we come into a world of plenty. This is the
[true paradise of little things that have not fulfilled or
5 overstepped themselves; of little things that can be held
in the hand and studied; of the lesser known where all has not
been said. Great men have brought the end of the world, their
world and our world, too near to us. And now, advance will
come, not from the airman's cabin, but from the hermit's cell, or
the lone body. We must have before our eyes the picture of calm
and contentment, for that is unknown and has the magic of the
new. Some persons have known it in childhood, and never found
it since. It may come later for an hour or for a day, but always the
wind is blowing. There is evil in the air. No one knows which
way to turn, or what to work for. None have beliefs outside the
world; and none within it, except for war or gain. A Quaker
settlement with its trim houses and little gardens is more inspir-
ing, now the world has come to this, than Siena, Toledo, or all
that was beautiful in Italy or Spain. So, at first, let us look for this,
and then, from places move to persons.

Dissent, disagreement, come again into perspective. No longer
are those individuals to be admired who go to the ends of the
earth for money. In their place we would extol the Quaker, the
Moravian, almost the Mormon, communities who sought out
the distance as a place of liberty. Tragically enough they brought
their disabilities along with them: their inhibitions, and their
servitude to the fear of sin. They lived in prisons of their own
making. There, they were persuaded, they would know the balmy
scents of freedom.

That it was a paradise, in little, all must acknowledge who
have seen or read of Herrnhut, the original colony of the Mora-
vians in Saxony; the primitive, as we might call it, of the long line
of such religious communities. We take this for a first example